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Novus 


Before the wet dawn 
and wind still 


Sharp light cracking open 
between globes of the black hill fissure 
wind so active in darkness 


And the hour not still, 
and the air’s dim cataracted lens 
pricked by light’s splinter 


Among dark rippling leaves 
glowing streaks of light’s weirs 
their hinges opening above in the distance 


sluices foaming gold at the black sill 


And the open sky -- skies now, skies -- purpled, 
and huge 
stars fading in the aurora, in the green 


The air stirring now through wet grass, 
the wide empty surface wind across miles and miles 


And now a damp earth scent 
of cold water somewhere 
sparkled with a final bit of green starlight 


Somewhere 


Somewhere 
but where 
in the depths of the bell 
leaves 
my thoughts 
at evening 


gathered 


unspoken 


Cold grass night's silence 


footprints in the dirt 
where am I going, where am I going? 
and now how much longer? 


Illumination 


Mina 


streams of crystal 
through 

points planes geometries 
of 

light and fire 

stilled distilled 
intricate ice droplets 
like lace 

of skies, of dimensions 


burning bright winter 
so pure 


light with all of light 
ever, ever and 


always 


Autumn’s Moon 


Moon 


lit dark leaves 
near silent night wind 
going where?-- feel, listen -- 
tell 
the night wind unresting 


dark substance stirring 
stirred 


shiver beneath your skin 


among leaves 
and stars 


Interior 


Placard of dusty light 
on floor 


this giant form 
of day 


a whole sky 

fallen through these cracks 
of blinds 

at a pulled string 


how unaccountable 


this accident of a sky and sun 
held within a small room 


A Tree 


Thought 
lacey flickering 
the broad shade 
the maple canopy so high 


its green dear-spotted light 
with spring seeds floating 


light green, and winged twirling down 


soft light sparking yellow 
beyond in the day 


Now apparition 
somewhere above _ essential 
somewhere 


stepping from bough to bough 


down from an unseen blue 


The Early Summer 


May blossoms 
the dark stirs 
the white petals 
rain left in the grass 


and we are young 
looking searching 
where to go? 
alone, together 
Where? 
what will happen, 
and when? 


This moment 
inhale it, the air so fresh and clean 
the sky so deep, filled with stars -- 
are they slightly pink? 
like the seeds in blackberry jam -- 
so dense so intricate and so many 


Where can we go, to do what? 
What can we do? 


Take my hand 
this moment -- 
in anticipation 


walking wandering forward into the darkness 


your loose skirt rippling like a flame in the night’s breeze 


That Day, Midwinter 


I know the way 
but do you 
but I think, know 
you do 


Winter snow fields 
brilliant, steaming 


the sun melting a glaze over them 


diamond pointed surface of light 
with a nearly gold aura just above 
haunting around 
yellow circled white sun 
nearly a blindness 
yet so bright 


silent the still air, of no wind 
breath, our breath smoke, went straight up in it 
in air filled merely with light 
itself almost stilled 


on that midday 


you and IJ having walked there 
standing there 


when where 
so strange that moment as though out of time 


as though out of all our normal life 


what did we say? 


Late Spring 


May so shining 
the newly green trees 
still cracking porous open with sunlight 
not yet totally filled with leaves 
leaves still fresh green 
not dusted over as yet 


Blue 
the sky the perennial robin’s egg 
so sunny white the clouds 
not even too high 
medium cumuli floating edge lit 
one might almost touch 


And the late spring sun 


the whole afternoon something casual breezy as yet, 
as it just starts to grow into summer 


seeking then toward 
the murmuring hot stillness 


of each silent noon 


Late Spring Night with Rain 


Dark blossoms the elderberry purple black 
dark blossoms this night full of rain 
fragrant with new grass 
dripping cool from broad leaves 


yet in the dark come out 
by moon light to see and breathe 
taste the new fallen rain in the air 
midnight 
drawing inward 
grass rain leaves and wet black dirt of a garden 
only just opened itself 
a new one just started 
hot beds too laid out blocked in 
with old gray slats six inches deep in dirt 
an old wooden windowpane door 
set across them to gather the sun 
But my back door gathers the moon now 


the back yard full of garden and rain storm fragrance 


inhabiting moonlight and star light 
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Vertigo of Wonder 


No form of radiance 
through the sky this light 
it is everywhere, it is everything 


palpable impalpable 
visible beyond visible 


the eye itself the breath, spirit -- 
your feeling reaching up so high 


vertigo of wonder 
in a vortex of spinning around desire 


I am here, I want all of this 
but how, where? 


Now the moment always, 


and always the mind questioning 
the heart striving, the hand searching 


What is the world? you think 


what is reality? what is being? 
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A Rainy Afternoon 


More rain still, will it ever end? 
over and over down the pane 


see the mist world in its glass 
and in the streams still bright reflections 


air of chill spring 
as the water soaks everywhere 


this old unpainted wood here of such an old house 
garden scent too on the air from out back 
as I open the window more 
to get more breeze, more water spray and rain light 
the bright drops dripping from the trees’ leaves outside 


so beautiful, so fresh, so wonderful 
I want to open the whole house wide 
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The Strange Sunset 


Traffic noise of evening 
echoing far beyond 
the horizon’s light 
and beneath the noise, a silence 
as though of sunset itself: 
conflagration 
consummation of the world at its very edge 
nearly burnt through -- 
but why is there no sound? 
Silences_ echo instead 
upward through purpling 
yellow green staining the edges 
lower down 
the blood so evident 
the blood stain 


sunset blazing 


and silent 


13 


Remnants 


Orpen, then close 


put away 
the welcoming light 
now I close my eyes, 
it is silent 


burgeoning of wind sound 
is there laughter as well? 


hands reaching out toward me 
or else outward from me 
who can say? 


among these remnants of a kingdom 


now the remnants of days 


14 


Night Sky 


Nignt cistern 
star flecks 


no wind, no wind now 
floating lily pads of stars 
the dark constellations 
slowly opening 
here now 


night blooming cosmos 


15 


After Heavy Rain 


All day 


rain rising in mist 


silent with traffic sounds whooshing through 
the cool afternoon 


branches of the tree outside my door 


blossoms white in a half moon on the grass so thick 
almost blue green 


light heavy white flakes 
of fallen petals 
some on the sidewalk 
like pink confetti 


the concrete sidewalk 
darkly wet 


16 


Depths 


Streams blossoming 
underworld 
underground 
searching 

building depth 

the depths 


reaching the 
foundations 


beautiful, the 
Beautiful 


underground the sun 


daylight 
of the earth 


there, the sources 


17 


Out Back in the Garden 


Digging up the garden in the spring -- 


clear like water the midday air 
with cicada wing patterns of rain light 
still amid wind washed leaves 
if you look, squinting your eyes a little 
or maybe it’s just a bit of salt perspiration 
forming there as you work, 
at the rim of your gaze 


bright the still slate gray dirt in the light 
but turn the spade over in v-shaped cups 
digging in 
and it will turn out black to the sun 


afternoon light through breeze pulsing trees 
a pink white webbing of shine through the apple tree 
in our neighbor’s yard 
(a small crab, it’s not worth much but still it is there, 
in the light yellow circle of grass 
in the sun shine) -- 


a small child runs from the house, his tee shirt so white, 
his arms spread wide, shouting 


18 


Bright Window, Dark Curtains 


You here amid dark drapery 

And I follow 

these bright streams -- around 
illusion’s paths, these 

the indented waves of shadows branching 
across your bare chest — 

edges of sun glare, the dust sparkling 

before the blinds’ sieve of sunlight 
still in your cloak of shadows 
Stay only a bit longer 


but stay 


before 
the final change 


and the shadows no longer crossable 


19 


Moonlit Water 


Steadiness of the bright moon above 
and the broken paths of sparkling light 
toward it 


if we could walk there 


out to the end of the night 
into the depths of the wave 


even though there is only one wave 
even though there are many 


many, the waves of the water, the dark water, the light 
much, so much 
the light-haunted rippling 
the delicate lace of foam 
dissolving chains of foam 


so much and so many 


if only 


20 


At the Window in the Afternoon 


The open window 
no glass now, no screen 
a kind of hole right through the wall, 
curtain a light green 


The day beyond 
the daylight moon a powdery thumb print 
green trees washed through with wind 
sun beginning to sharpen, 
to burn through 
warm air full of the sun’s heat warming even this 
wooden sill right here by my elbow 
which is a bit dusty and smells of old flaking paint, 
red brown 


along with the wood itself, a slightly blackish gray 


the scent of flowers and of grass 
faint when the breeze is blowing through 


but heavier, hotter when it stills 


day so absolutely there 
there here 


everywhere 
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Earliest Morning 


Sun rise 
burning through night char 


thin flame like alcohol 
or faintest butane 
streaking up 
Rising sun dark red 
light streaming hills 
ember light 


cosmic purple of deep sky, 
auroras of indigo and green 


star-sparks blown away 
from the eruption of light 


from the eruption of light on earth 
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Windy Evening in Late Autumn 


Tyree breaks in the distance flooded with dark and wind, 
with snow-coming wind 
crossing the brown field, chasing the brown hay grass -- 
purple bruised clouds, 
graphite wings of low thunderheads 


Trees, books of unwritten words, 
hand full clutches of straw, waving 


red sunset light is almost brown, 
field path soft under my shoe sole 
damp from sleet 
the air is clean and fragrant, windy and harsh -- 
chilled essence of rain and old grass, old leaves, 
new snow coming, but not just yet 


dim radiant beauty of evening, autumn evening, 
stark cold and beautiful 


rough and austere beauty but filled with light 
as deep water is filled with light sometimes 
or night with detail of star needlepoint 
Cars passing on the bridge up ahead as I walk back into 
town from being out so long beyond the hill, the far 


back roads 


Hello, all my friends, hello 


23 


The Evening Fires 


Autumn fires burning up the garden 
tangle of summer’s plants 
charcoal smelling air 
smoky air so full of the earth 
as it is changing into something beyond the earth 


as it is harvest now, as it is changing 
crossing the deep threshold, 
so deep and yet seen nowhere, 
seen nowhere and yet felt, sensed in this air, this scent 


Trees so full of unearthly light, 
a light of something other, something beyond instead 


they are, and are not 
but are more -- 
fields so full of a haunted, haunting emptiness 


fields of harvest shorn of their crests, 
their once radiant gold and green, 
empty, bereft now of merely earth, 
full now of something else 


Soon the indigo sky deep black, sky with crystalline 
gateways of the of stars 


sky so deep yet streaming on and on 
And so far below, 


the smoke of autumn fires streaming into 
the distances of evening 


24 


Sidewalk After Night Rain, with Wind 


Night tunnel of twisting and striated trees, striving 
swept branches 
illuminated 


bright silent moonlight 
vortex of wind trees surging above and around the 
wet street 


the leaves so flurried rushing silver, green, and white 


branches whose shadows are wind veins, wind arteries 
pulsing in the heartbeat of the gale 


moonlight gold flaking the tree’s visage, 
these small bright lights fixed in its dark hair 


the sidewalk's lozenges of miraculous bronze, 
so wet and so shining 


shadows of wreathed entanglements 
filled with, bending with, the weight of a cosmic argosy 


2 


Sitting Out by the Garage 


Dirt in my hand 

a handful as I sit here on the wooden bench 
made of cast off plywood 

set across old bricks 


grass windy before me full of dandelions 


still cool the dirt, 
holding it 
right from this orange flower pot 


still thin and clear the light 
the sky so blue above 
low lily pads of clouds 
lit gray along their edges as the sun shines 
beyond them 


dirt under my finger nails, dirt itself 
placed back in its pot 


Growth is from the whole, the total -- 
unhidden, unmysterious 


so well and yet so poorly understood 
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In the Garden 


In the garden 
the sun is brought down to the earth, 
brought to embrace the earth 
the rain, the air itself, the wind 


In the garden 
the day is brought into another landscape of time, 
it is called the future 


In the garden the moment Now 
is made to gather into itself, 
expand out from itself 
into the blossom Then -- 


Then which is of the past, Then which is of the future 


In the garden the labor of the gardener becomes 
effortless, for the garden itself is still 


And there the effort of the gardener becomes all rest 
itself, the rest that is not sleep and is not death, 
but it is called the Good 


The Good that then is heard beckoning in the steady 
heat of day, in the bright whisper of the light, 


in the murmur of the silent noon 
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Blue Evening 


Buue the evening light 
and the low hills so darkly green 
against the horizon’s black silhouette, 
crimson auras through the hill tree fissures 


Down along the river the air is more damp, 
as though by an exhalation from the stream itself 


Ancient the ground around us now, the ancient river 
with its history far beyond what we know of 


Wood smoke in the air, the chimneys are starkly black 
against the sky of cornflower blue 
that goes so deeply on, so richly on — 


a richness of space so filled with the light of space 
and with the spaces of the light 


We are in the cemetery now, the many graves, 
the elaborate mausoleums, the whole so dark 


Walking through the many leaves fallen around, 
poplar leaves stiff and flakey rustling, the ground hard, 


and the grass burnt with frost 


A low wall of stone that rings the cemetery, 
old fieldstone, beautiful, and patched with mortar 


The late sun follows us through the evening, 
as the white moon will follow us through the night 


28 


The Renewal 


W hy are you here so early, ancient man? 


revisiting, re-seeing, 
and yet to see again is still to see 
to know and to know better 
rain of the early morning not yet dried 
small trees around the yard filled with subtle 
movements of the morning air 


not really wind, not even a breeze, but wakening 


not light, not even day yet, and therefore les and more 
than light — renewal 


breathing here not that of sleep, not yet of the stress of 
day and labor, therefore something other, 
something else 


but what? 


a spider-webbing mist on grass there by the garage, 
near the low wall 


water, air, and light —all, the other versions of 
themselves, the stranger ones 


birds not yet quite wakened slightly singing, 
not yet entirely song 


but what? 


29 


Hear the water 
dripping down from leaf to leaf 
with tapping sounds, inaudible perhaps, but hear 


breathe the earliest air, just before day, the scent of 
earth and dampness, breathe, this, not merely air 


but time 


feel what is new -- the renewal -- and its powers 


30 


Last Hour of Sunset 


Furnace ledge of the distant hill, furnace mouth 
its lips nearly sealed above the setting sun 


birds flock in black trees, 
dark wind-agitated leaves 
and the grass is cold now 
What is leaving? 


Charcoal the trees beyond, dim gray house fronts 


deep green sky above 
collapsed burnt skylines 


clouds 
scorched with light 


still floating in a tinted darkness 


31 


The Arbor Late at Night 


Moonlight powders through leaves 
green and blue 
yet like a bright ash 


light and dark patterns 
shadow leaves, shadow stems and shadow vines 
illuminated brown 
sepia, silver 
on the wood of the bench 


shadows plume-like, cloth-like, rag-like wavering 
on the grass 
the bench hacked up, dark green 
fissures of black sky 
splinter street lights 


spots of starlight -- mint, violet, silver, mauve 


the colors of the stars, barely visible, 
mysterious 


Shapes, presences, patterns of darkness and of light 
around this solitude 


outside, passages of wind and night 


somewhere 


a2 


Midsummer Field 


Midsummer and the field is raked with light 
clouds piled high like columns floating 
turning in sunrays 
then drifting forward 
like mile high white sails 


light green grass, dark green waves of the wind 
pools and eddies with and against the grain 


Sky of burning blue windswept, high and deep 
so blue that it seems painted there 
so deep as to be almost unsearchable 


yellow white hot sun 
the almost white horizon 


and yet the wind is slightly cool around me 


Trees pulsing in liquid sun heated air 
full of bright streaks, 
the spark-cracking crumbling tree coral reef 
along the gray side road 
where I will be walking after I cross the field 
with its nearly waist high grass and its steady currents 
of the summer wind 


35 


The Garden in Bright Day 


Leaves of the white blooming peas 


tangled green vines, so thick and wound around 
each other and the crossed wooden stakes, 


fragrant, smelling of sun and the warmed earth 


white pea blossoms filled with light, 
a translucent skin 
nearly impossible to touch it is so delicate 


when you do it seems to stiffen, 
shrink, and then cling, and curdle -- 


so delicate the woven beautiful, 
this so exquisite a skin -- 
as any skin must be 
membrane between one living thing, 
living dimension -- world -- and then another -- 
shaded by leaves 


beneath a vertigo of sky -- 
sky turning around with sun, spinning through it, 
turning the day, the world around 
the wooden framework, 
the crossed bamboo poles with heavy vines 
and curious clinging leaves, heart shaped 


and the white pea blossoms randomly dispersed 


slightly dancing in wind 
shining in the light 


34 


The Grass 


The grass 
deeper than earth itself, the grass 
darkness and water 
with a green sun of light 
merged with the water 
gathered, gathering 


as though of ricks of hay 
as though of bushels of apples 
baskets of peaches, pears 
eggs white and brown 
the pouring out of golden grains 
corn and barley, wheat and rye 
of the autumn leaves so beautiful 
burning up, yet beautiful 


35 


At the Edge of Town 


At the edge of the town 
I see the bridge across the river 
in the sunset’s light -- 
burning gold sparkling on the cold water in the bend of 
the river 


The brush-like bare trees of gray and brown 
the dark green firs and pines nearly black 
at the edge of the hill lines bordering the river banks 


the space around them, above them 
filled with pink light 
and the rocks there are deep blue 
the sandy shore is like an amber pelt 
and the rocks are shining graphite or a wet brilliant slate 


How beautiful, I wish I could look at it for hours and 
hours 


It is late afternoon, November, very cold 
and a bright wind freezing 


cold sky of burning light, of orange and green 
and higher up there is a deepest blue with faint 
constellations becoming visible 


Breathe, breathe the moment now 
so cold so clean and clear 
the mind the body 
wakened in the sharpness of light and air and color 


36 


Movement of the traffic across the bridge 
and the headlights slice past me 
but not through me 


they cannot see me 
I am a dark shape at the edge of the bridge 
and yet not dark, and yet not at the edge 


At my left hand the hills, the infinite 
lightening and yet darkening sky 
with crystalline figures, the artifice of stars 


At my right hand 
the roofs of the town dark 
and shining with a glaze of ice 


Before me the river flowing out into its turning 
into the night beyond 


And the others now, the strangers 
surging with such power 
from one side over to the other, 
the brilliant diamond drills of headlights 
Where are we going, though? Where am I, and why? 


And where are they all going? 
where are they coming from? 


Who are they? 


af 


The Road and the Sky 


Walking ten miles this afternoon far outside of town 


warm sunlight so hot on my shoulder 
my arms and face are sunburnt 


sweating under my light shirt 
the blue sky almost whited out with white yellow sun 


I feel the loose shards of gravel under my shoe 
as I walk along the shoulder of the old back road 
the cracked asphalt is burning up ahead like heated tin 
gravel so sharp and bright 
almost no shadows now 


Above, the sky 
only a bit of blue faint cirrus way high up wisped along 


a gauzy haze on the hills around 


cicadas in the deep field burning in the heat 


38 


What Winter of Brilliant Light 


Wat winter of brilliant light -- 
perhaps it is more than sun 
and more than day 


what space so bright 
illuminated startling and clear, 
and perhaps it is more than space 


See the luminous coherence and yet separateness 
within the simultaneity 
of a given moment 
now 


and yet not even now, but also after and before -- 
coherence beyond coherence, 
consequential, grave 
this is to be, to live 
Now out walking in the cold and snow -- 
take off the glove -- 


no coverings, no evasion 


See the mere light upon a living hand 
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Deep Light 


Noon so absolutely bright, 
as though there could be 
nothing more beyond this transparent air, 
beyond or beneath the nearly solid blue 
not even any clouds, not one 
The field around me stirs 
and sifts through its own thin shadows, 


the air itself searches in its waves of heat 


ripples of yellow grass, ripples of light green grass 
meander 


But now the stillness of the hottest hour 
now the deeper presences 
within apparent absence, emptiness 
and the air is filled with them 


scarcely any shadows 


light strengthening its hold everywhere 


40 


The Unseen Form 


[tis only that this light and warmth, 


this unseen form 
that is yet so visible in the air 


is like a kind of image of desire itself -- 


the desire that I feel for you 
because it is without form 
and therefore has no end 


because it has no definite place 
and yet is inescapably there 
real, palpable 
because it is invisible 
and yet true 


And indeed it may be 
the invisible itself 
as that can be a power in our lives, 
or it is the ineffable mystery — existence — 
as that has just consented to take given form 
in a particular place 
and in a given time 


And yet what is the given, and the given time? 
we have to wonder -- 


dreamed woman 
so endless 
as you were nearly known 
as you were nearly found 
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Mysterious Night 


Moonlight and the wind is 
still restless after the rain 


Bats skimming the wet humid air 
erratic, purposeful 
silent yet voluble in their own realm 


Darkness 
felt around, cool and damp 


the midnight chill 


Sitting here 
pushing all disquiet away, 
the infinity of its shapes 
times, contexts -- 
voluble darkness 
of the unseen 
so close around, leading far away 
into unknown presences 
not merely absence 


always unsuspected perhaps and yet 


here, around 
never not around 
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An Afternoon 


Lignt cracking through 
yellow leaves with rain, 
Sound of bells through the leaves 
from the nearby tower 


Wind flurried shadows in my window -- 
cold autumn day, 
empty small apartment 
card board boxes by the door, 
a brown throw rug 
askew on a wooden floor 


I listen to the traffic sounds 
on the street outside 


I am alone here 


mid-day, mid-week idleness 
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Some Ice Leaves 


In the frozen puddle 


see the autumn leaves 
through a misted-over pane 


fine shards of glass, 
the veins and spines 


now sun crystals 


these spread veins of light, 
yet water still 


The green world 


burns in frost smoke, 
in breath smoke 
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But When? 


Eyes closed asleep, yet not 
listening 
and you are here 


thoughts full of light, 
thoughts full of dark 


feel the day with its streams of sunlight 
and yet you are in the light, 

feel the remembered night 
with its rain 

and yet you were there as well 


But who were you really, 
will I ever know? 


years, seasons flowing past 
tear them away from the calendar’s face 


where is my real life, 
where is my real love? 


When? J am still asking, 
when? 
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A Morning 


Morning sun through the rose window of dawn 


tracery of trees and branches 
transom of the sand bar clouds 


sun-rayed pediments of hills 

thick and tangled the battered-down wall of the 
landscape 

prone and breaking up 


before the rushing in of light 


Green arbor shade here at my lookout post 
sunlight so gold now 


the aura of peach-colored dawn 

above the dark slate roofs of the town 
the houses themselves gone vague 

the streets flooded in glare 


workers to come wake now 


Wake now, people to come 
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Bright Spring 


Morning sun on the clean spring time wall 
webbed shadows of the blowing tree’s branches 
and their new leaves 
printing the off white walls 
tossing the tree’s hair all around them 


so much bright morning wind in my room 
the window sill still wet with rain 
rain storms all night with wind and lightning 


Joy now, bright and awakening, the entire day, the 
entire sky around 
with its light and rushing flowing clouds and 
the new sun -- 
I cannot see it now, but I can feel it 


and the rain drops turned to untouchable diamonds 


on the thorn points of the yellow rose bushes in the 
garden outside 
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Mysterious Evening 


Evening come in 
with breakers of gold and violet clouds 
lit crimson underneath 
with light spokes from the fallen sun 


the chill and intermittent wind 
sifting through trees, 
speaking to them, whispering, 
and there are other voices whispering 


Why only now? as the earth tilts silently away 
from the source of light 
and only the smallest sources left -- 
small points 
fleeting effervescence of light 
nearly lost in infinity 
yet not lost not, not fleeting 


Black columns around now 
with ragged shapes about them, hanging, 
the remnant leaves 


insinuations of night wind 
going somewhere, 
where? -- 
choruses massing 
speaking choirs -- 


the stars not yet and yet they will be coming, the stars 


and the risen constellations 
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Autobiography 


Asleep here and what dreams 
are crowding 
--lam many, I am one -- 
under the chill moon 
so bright over me, so close and huge and white, 
as I lie asleep under the hill 


the roots of the pine like thick ropes twist around me 
and the roots of the hemlock reach down through 


mother of pearl the moon, 
slightly pink 
in the black sky 
a sand colored moon 
on a different night, 
a smoky thumb print of moon 
frost white at midday 


now ashen light ladders through serrated leaves 
of the deep elm tree, 
of the maple tree, 
flashing in the branched beams of the oak 


Dark room of the small seat here where there is no 
room 
but the open night crossed by wind, by many voices, 
silent, and the many stars 


goodbye -- you the others, 
onlookers 
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Farewell 


Depths of thought, secrecy, 
the crowned and garlanded privacy of age 


facing toward an inner space, 
an inner determination 


remote, silent, teeming the voices, 
the stars that indicate but are silent 


moonrise, sunrise 
and then flaming sunset 


amid wind, amid rain, amid storm and calm, 
all seasons 


Say: sun, moon 


farewell and hello 
in a new attunement, a new voice 


hello farewell, again 
in a new time 
both short and long, 


infinite merely 


Goodbye, my friends 
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Above and Below 


Luminous yellow, translucent, of the vines 
and more opaque the dark green 
of the leaves 
of the bean plants -- 


look, 
but look again 
now really look 
and breathe, feel -- now, here 


tall bean plant and intricate peas with pale violet 
flowers 
skin so absolutely soft and thin 
veins of an infinite lucidity and soft perfection 


slight the flexing and almost a stiffening when you 
touch them just lightly 
very lightly 


delicate cling of the green 
curling 
tendrils 


--should they even be touched by this wooden frame 
its crossed sticks, dry old dusty, 
flakes of old bark adhering? 


Above -- the luminous torrent and the blue transit of days; 


below -- the twelve winds 
and the suns of devastation 


il 


A Windowpane 


W hite vines 


of frost and leaves of frost 
on the morning window pane 
misty with fog-misted crystals 


in which rainbows are also present, 
elusive 


mist flowers of your breath 


the moon’s fingerprint in the deep blue of the white 
morning 


flowers tingling freeze your fingertips, 
the numbness then 
when you touch these flowers -- 


streaks of water 
lengthen the moment 
with a reconsideration 
sought in for a dreamed reflection, 
a hoped-for 


--this breath itself 
condensation of sun and moon 


beyond this transparent barrier 


which yet is not transparent 


a2 


I, the Stranger 


L, the Stranger 


know the secrets hidden, 
yet they protect themselves 


the evening sun speaks with burnt lips, 
yet the secret protects itself 


Broken, tangled amid crystals and frost leaves, 
the light shards clash their swords 


breaking across the facets of dust and amber 
the burnt up fields, 
cutting the rough pelt of undulating hills, slashing 
through to the farther surfaces 


The moon and the sun are filled with a new emptiness-- 
why are they still there? 


Beautiful woman curved as the slivered moon, 
printed in layers of the parchment sheaf 
your lore, 
but where are you? 


Knights of the obscure and of the radiant, 
hidden in darkened alleyways 


in the secret companies 
your working, but how to know it? 
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the lucid chemicals, the messages of the obscure forms 
smoldering amid dust ash 
--yet the fires lead where? 


I, the Stranger, my eyes see the world, 
though my hands cannot touch the coals 


still, I seek the new path, I seek the elsewhere 
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Summer Afternoon, North Country 


Brittiant the day, 
the sky so blue with no clouds at all 


no breeze, no motion of the air, itself so absolutely clear 
Here in the field there are so many odors, 
a heavy still atmosphere, fragrances steeped in 


sunlight -- 


that of the grass, the weeds, 
the wild flowers dispersed around 


and here the light bright green timothy 


and by the road off a ways 
itself gleaming dully beneath a mirror shine 


there is some blue chicory 


Queen Anne’s lace afloat in white waves off near the 
declension of a hill 


and there’s a railroad crossing some ways beyond, 
its white arms almost invisible in bright light 


the sun is almost straight above 


and there are few shadows now 


a 


But Then Give 


Lost you 
somewhere 
your face, 
the snow 
falling lacework wind-creased 


Turning now, blown through 
a veiling 


These we never knew 
these the lost, 
the unblooming, unborn 


Steadiness of the sky 
Day closing now 
and yet the unchanging 
in the late light, 
two faces closed together 
in darkness 


Roots now and now deeper roots, 
the white snow so warm 


Those we never knew 


But then give, we must give -- 
opening all 
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--all and all, 
to the whitened air 
drifted so far from our hands 


these the blown tatters of angels 


such possibility 


oH 


The Living Beauty 


Living beauty of the light 
I would know and 
somehow touch, embrace 
and comprehend it 


In the sheer precision of its teeming forms 
I would find clarified existence, 
ignorance of time: 


Determinate, conceptual 
unlimited, silent, grand — 
its inward and outward form 
possession of space itself — 


Space where we must be 
space that we must live and know 


finding a bright coherence 


holding, then to build 
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